


FROM EDUCATION, AS THE LEADING 
THE PUBLIC CHARACIER ETS COLOUR 
HENCE THE PREVAILING MANNERS TARE 
EXTRAVAGANT OR SOBER, LOOSE OR CHASTE. 
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MISCELL ANEOUS. took his reward and fled, since which time | throwing open his garment, thus addressed the 
seommaityiiltth — => | peace has been banished from the breast of | vanquished champion “Thou man of sorrows, 
THE CASTLE OF ERASMUS, Clifford, and soon must the cold hand of death | behold in this disguise, the person of Caled, 
OR, bring him to an expiation of his crimes. once thy vassal, at whose command J under- 
BERTRAND anv ELIZA. “ And dost thou talk of Jove, abhorred as- | took the murderof the worthy Bertrand, if thou 
ght sassin? Thou who hast laid low the image of | has enough of life to hear the event, attend and 


THE pipe was route in the vallies, and the 
hills were no longer responsive to the vocal 
reed. Three years had elapsed since the young 
and generous Bertrand was assassinated by Ca- 
led, near the castle of Erasmus—his lance hung 
inverted on his tomb, and his honors were ming- 
led with the dust of his fathers. 

“ Oh, when shall my sufferings have an end, 
and the grief-worn frame return to its kindred 
clay ; never shall thy lovely image be erased 
from my memory; thy virtues are engraven on 
my heart !”—It was the voice of the amiable E- 
liza, offering her evening orisons at the shrine 
of her beloved Bertrand. 

Silence held her still domain throughout the 
fertile plains, save where the distant watch-dog 





{ 


perfection—my Bertrand, who was the first, 
and shall be the last, my bleeding heart ever 
owned, hear me, beloved shade! and witness 
for me all ye cherubs watching round his 
tomb, ne’er shall Eliza taste of pleasure more 
till we again meet in the fields of joy: then 
shall the rays of endless peace and love dispel 
the earthly mists of pain and woe.” Eliza a- 
gain prostrated herseif before the shrine, and 
Clifford, dejected, returned through the avenue 
to the castle. 

Alwin, surnamed the good, (who was then on 
the throne) hearing of the sorrows of Eliza, re- 
solved to undertake the cause of injured inno- 
cence, by offering a considerabie reward to the 


_ Champion who would meet Ciifford in a single 


marked the rural hamlet—Cynthia had ga'ned | 


the summut of the azure throne, and smiled in 
lucid majesty o’erthe blue expanse. Allneture 
aided the solemnity ! a row of aged oaks lead to 
a cluster ol spreading firs, which discovered a 
marble sepuichre adorned with military tro- 
phies. The beautiful Eliza, amiable in sor- 
rows, and patient in affliction, graced the.awful 
scene. She was kneeling in a posture of ado- 
ration and prayer, her sable garment hung 
loose in melancholy foids, and mingled with 
her auburn tresses; the round tear of affliction 
stood in her languid eye, and the cypress groves 
reiterated the sighs of a broken heart. 

Inthe midstof her orisons, Clifford (by whose 
command the assassination of Bertrand was 


_ Circus was crowded witi'speviators. 


perpetrated) appeared before the sorrowful E- | 


liza. ——Rage instantly kindled in her cheek, and 
reproaches burst from her lips. 


—** Parestthou, | 


perfidious and profane, approach this hallowed , 


plice !—Ye Gods, where are your avenging 
bolis?——Why sleeps the thunder when -this 
wretch draws near ?—Dost thou not fear the 
anger of Almighty power? Or is thy heart 


more hard than adamant, leagued with demons | 


of revenge to ward the stroke of justice ?”’ 


« Chide not, too lovely fuir one, (replied the | 


repentant Clifford;) it was love for thee that 
drove me to madhess: I beheld a favored rival 


in the happy Bertrand ;—I considered life with- | 


out theé, as an ocean opposed to incessant tem- 
pests—but, w ith thee, ail that heaven could be- 
stow, or I could wish. I vainly thought one 
bar alone remained between me and my fancied 
joys: In a rash moment lemployed the cursed 
Caled to execute my fell design ;—he obeyed, 


combat. ‘The time of the approaching tourna- 
ments drew on apace :—=at length the day ar- 
rived, appointed for the cause of Eliza. ‘The 
The king 
was seated beneath a canopy adorned with the 
riches of the east, and the constant fair one sat 
at his right hand; every eye was centered on 
one object, the injured Eliza! Clifford appear- 
ed on the lists, andthe trumpets were thrice 
sounded, a stranyer instantly appeared, and ac- 
cepted the challenge :—His helmet of massy 
gold covered his face ; it was studded with dia- 
monde, and the nodding plumes shook defiance 
to his foe ; his armor of exquisite workman- 
Ship, darted a splendid radiance throughout the 
circus, andthe blood-red cress on his breast, 
displayed a knight zealous in the Christian 
cause. The dignity of his appearance, the 
symmetry of his shape, and the graceful man- 
ner in which he took upthe glove, charmed ev- 
ery beholder. Clifford, all trembling, approach- 
edand thus addressed the multitude ; “ Yousee 
before you a wretch destined by the hand of fate 
to meet eternal vengeance: fall I must, if not 
by the sword of my accuser, the weight of my 
own sins must soon bring me with sorrow to 
the grave.” ‘The martial trumpets were then 
flourished, and the champions engaged. lor 
some time victory was doubtfal, tll at length 
the powerful arm of ‘he stranger laid the lofty 
Clifford in the dust, “mi ‘he circus re-echoed 
with repeated acclamation’ iis wound was 
mortal, and his friends ge 
even the injured Eliza s; 
shed on the dying penites 1 While the crowd 
was attentive to the depariug Clifford, a man 


npathised in tears 





muffled in apilgrim’s h abit nressed forward and 





hered around him, | covered her 


learn.” ‘The eyes of Clifford were nearly set 
in night, but agitated by a thousand emotions, 
seemed to express a desire to hear the nara- 
tive of Caled, who thus proceeded: “ Urged 
by your entreaties and the hopes of gain, | up- 
prouched the wood when Bertrand was wraptin 
pious meditation ; though bribed to murder, 
and bent on the horrid purpose, I relented, and 
discovered my intent to the gallont youth, whom 
I pressed to depart. I have since heard he ren- 
dered himself famous on the plains of Palestines 
by enlisting in the holy war. You insistea on 
my privately burying the corpse in the grove 
leading to the castle of Erasmus > this I told 
you was performed, and the amiable Eliza caus- 
ed asuperb shrine to be erected to his memo- 
ry. I received my reward and fled; diseuised 
in.a pilgrim’s habit, I foliowed Hertrand to Je- 
rusalem, but my search wus vain, for 1 seon 
learned that Bertranc wus bemeore. Floshed 
with success, he joined the Croises, led by gil- 
lant Richard, and met the shaft of death before 
the walls of Cyprus.”’—Hope, horror, and ces 
pair, alternately reigned in the bosom of Eliza 
during the narrative, at the conclusion of which 
she fell lifeless ut the feet of the victor. The 
champion, lifung up his helmet, caught her in 
his arms-—-“ Behold, (cried the stranger) one 
whose soul is linked to thine ; revive thou pare 
agon of excelicnce! “lis Bertrand calls thee 
buck to life and love !’—At the well known 
name Ei'za awakened from her trance, und af- 
ter gazing some time with speechless admirae 
tion, at length articulated, “ It is, it is, my long 
lost Bertrand }”’ Clifford lived but a few mo- 
ments after the discovery ; he received the pare 
don of the injured pair, and closed his eyes in 
peace. Bertrand turned to the astonished Ca- 
led and embraced him as a friend, every eye 

sperkled with joy, and every heart perticipated 
in the happiness of Bertrand and Eliza. 

It is recorded in the annals of the c- stle, thaé 
Virtue shall meet her reward, and Vice be 
humbled at her feet. 

After paying the funcral rites to the manes of 
the unfortunate Clifford, the nuptials were con- 
summated with the utmost style of magnifi- 
cence at. Alwin’s peree e. Eliza by degrees re- 
native Licom, luve glistened in her 
eye, and the roses revelled in her cheek. Ber- 
trand avain displayed his throphies in the hall 
of the castie, and again assumed the hero! 


The pipe once more gladdened the rallies, 
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sive notes of the reed. Peace spread her airy 
wings aah verdant plains, and the vault- 

ed roofs 86vérbe rated the sqund of the harp, the 
happy Castle of Erasmus. *” 

———s 8: (7) epee —-- 
THE GENIUS OF SHAKESPEARE AND OF 
“MILTON, CONTRASTED. 
} BY THE LATE THOMAS DERMODY. 

THE [Italian writers compare the poem of 
Aristo to a garden of mellons; where those 
that are good are excellent, and those that are 
bad are worth nothing. On the other hand, 
Tasso is assimulated to a bed of cucumbers ; 
where all are ripe and sound, but destitute of 
that delicious relish which pleases the most re- 
fined taste. . 

Shakespeare (to use this illusion) is a wild 
garden; where peaches, plumbs, and apples are 
found ; some crude, some sour, some rotten, 
but some incomparable. He isa vineyard of 
plenty, where many of the finest branches are 
ruined, for want of the pruning-knife.--Shakes- 
peare, like the world, is full of good and evil ; 
but his worst fare is so tempting, that we have 
not the power to refrain from trying it. But 
the chaste, the sublime Milton, is, like his own 
Eden, 

«« A happy rural seat of various view.” 
And his work is that fertile ground, out of 
which 


ce 











he caus’d to grow, 

All trees of noble kind; for sight, smell, taste ; 

And all amid them stood the tree of Jife, 

High, eminent, blooming, ambrosial fruit, 

Of vegetable gold.” 

Nature is so arranged by him, as to receive an 
auditiondl tustre from art; and the exuberance 
of the earth appears more than the labor of the 
cultivator. 

Shakespeare, when he soars, is borne by a 
Muse of fire beyond human sight ; but Milton, 
in his grandest moments, retains the light of 
reason. His ecstacies are the ecstacies of a 
philosopher: Shakespeare’s are the flights of 
an invisible being. Notwithstand)ng this, their 
spirits are somewhat congenial ; for, allowing 
the variation of the epic from the dramatic, they 
move us by the same golden springs of pathos. 
It the art of exciting terror, I am not sure but 
that Shakespeare is superior : for instance ; the 
dream of Eve is painted rather tamely, though 
in just and beautiful colours ; while Clarence’s 
vision displays the inmost recesses of horror, 
apprehension, pity, judgment, and admirable 
fancy. The characters of Satan and Macbeth 
are both, indeed, extremely well managed, and 
in my opinion, extremely alike: they have the 
same courage, the same undaunted ambition, 
uncurbed freedom of will, and spirited fortitude 
in the hour of destruction. They both are con- 
scious of their ingratitude and wickedness, both 
stubborn and relentless, and, even in the midst 
of their success, they seem to feel] a boding of 
the consequences. ‘The address of the arch- 
infidel to the sun, is a noble description of the 
remorse attendant on conscience: it shews that 
even Lucifer himself could not but find its sting. 
Macbeth in almostevery situation, confesses his 
ruilt, yet plunges into deeds of tenfold horror. 
Ladv Macbeth might be also introduced here, 













































































andthe hills were rendered vocal by the'respon-") 











but female tenderness denies her savage tem- 
per. ‘The most apparent touch that distin- 
guishes Macbeth from Satan, is in his coward- 







ice prevaricaticn ; he exclaims, 
can’st not say I did it,” 
to Bang ghost, because he only commanded 


his assassination : Milton’s hero gloried in his 
undoing ; and, 


ce 





fierce his grasped arms 

Clash’d on his sounding shield the din of war, 

Hurling defiance to the vaults of heaven.” 

Shakespeare is like a cataract: at one time 
rushing through rocks and caverns, foaming 
and terrifying; then sinking into a fluggish 
calm, with nothing but the dudéles of his tor- 
mer sublimity. Milton is a full, not overflow- 
ing river; and, like the river to the sea, hasten- 
ing towards his illustrious origin, never paus- 
ing, and seldom dangerous to the passengers. 
The very foibles of one are delusive and charm- 
ing ; but the other, if ever he should descend, 
is flat, and liable to inferiority from the nature 
of his performance. ‘The wild scenery of 
Shakespeare isthe unconnected magic of Mer- 
lin, variously diverting : that of Milton is like 
Plato’s Elysium ; enchanting, yet built on the 
basis of an opinion which bears the air of prob- 
ability. 

In a word, the former was aman of many 
faults and many virtues ; the latter nearly a pat- 
tern of perfection—perfection obtained by study 
and dint of learning ; Shakespeare was the child 
of fancy : Milton the child of judgn eat. Mil- 
ton was the poet and critic too; Shakespeare 
the poet only ; but such a one as 

** We ne’er shall look upon his like again.” 
—_ >) a 
The following letter appexred some years ago in print, 
but believing it will be new to the greater part of 
our readers, we fell desirous of reviving this piece 
of pleasantry coming from an author of such cel- 
ebrity as Mr. Pope. 
AN ORIGINAL LETTER FROM MR. POPE TO THE 
DUICHESS OF HAMILTON, 
MADAM, 


MKS. Whitworth (who, as her epitaph on Twick- 
enham highway assures us, had attained to as much 
perfection and purity as any since the Apostles) is now 
deposited, according to her own order, between a fig 
tree and a vine, there to be found out atthe last re- 
surrection, 

Iam just come from seeing your Grace in much 
the like situation, between a honey-suckle and a rose- 
bush, where you are to continue as long as canvass 
can last. I suppose the painter by these emblems in- 
tended to intimate on the one hand, your Grace’s sweet 
disposition to your friends, and on the other, to shew 
you are near enough related to the thistle of Scotland, 
to deserve the same motto with regard to your ene- 
mies :— 


London, Oct. the —, between day and night. 
The writer drunk. 


‘* Nemo me impune lacessit.” 

The two foregoing periuds, methinks, are so mysti- 
cal, learned, and perplexed, that if you have any 
Statesmen or Divines about you, they cannot choose 
but be pleased with them. One Divine you cannot be 
without, as a good christian; and a Statesman you 
have lately had, for I hear my Lord Selkirk has been 
without you. But (ti\xt | may not be unintellgible 
quite to the bottom of tlis page), I must tell your 
Grace in English, thaty’ have made a painter bestow 
the aforesaid ormaments round about you, (for upon 
you there needs none,) ancjam, upon the whole, pleas- 
ed with my picture beyons} expression. 


' 


ea 





| 


—— 


I may now say of your picture, it is the thing in the 
world the lkest you, except yourself; asa cautious 
person once said of an elephant; it was the biggest in 
the world, except itself. 

You see, Madam, it is not impossible for you to be 
compared to an elephant. And you must give me 
leave to shew you one may carry on the simile. 

An elephant never bends his knees; and I am told 
your Grace says no prayers. An elephant has a most 
remarkable command of his snout, and so has your 
Grace, when you imitate my Lady Orkney. An ele- 
phant is‘a great lover of men, and so is your Grace for 
all I know ; though from your partiality to myself, I 
should rather think you love little children. 

I beg you not to be discouraged in this point : re- 
member the text, which I’ll preach upon the first day 
Tama parson, Suffer little children to come unto me— 
and despise not one of these little ones. 

No, Madam—despise great beasts, such as Gay, 
who now goes by the dreadful name of “ The Beast of 
Blois,” where Mr. Pulteney and he are settled, and 
where he shews tricks gratis to all the beasts of his 
country (for strangers do not yet understand the 
voice of the beast.) I have heard from him but once, 
Lord Warwick twice, Mrs. Lepell thrice ; if there be 
any has heard from him four times, I suppose it is you. 

1 beg Mr. Blundell may know Dr. Logg has receiv- 
ed ordination, and enters on his functions this winter 
at Mr. Blount’s. They have chosen this innocent man 
for their confessor ; and I believe most Roman Cath. 
clic ladies, that have any sins, wiil follow their exam- 
ple. This good priest will be of the order of Mel- 
chisedeck, a priest for ever, and serve a family frem 
generation to generation. He’ll stand in a corner as 
quictly as a clock, and, being wound up once a week, 
strike up aloud alarum on a Sunday morning. Nay, 
if the Christian Religion should be abolished, (as in- 
deed there is great reason to expect it, from the wis- 
dom of the Legisl«ture,) he might at worst make an 
excellent bonfire ; which is all that (upon a change of 
religion) can be desired from an heretic. 1 do not 
hope your Grace should be converted ; but, however, 
1 wish you would call at Mrs. Blount’s out of curiosi- 
ty : to meet people one likes is c.f by some the 
best reason for going to church, and I dare promise 
you'll like one another. They are extremely your 
servants, or else I should not think them my friends. 

I ought to keep up the custom, and ask you to send 
me something ; therefore, pray Madam, send me your. 
self,—that is, a letter ; and pray make haste to bring 
up yourself, that is all I value, to town. 

lam, with the truest respect, the least ceremony, 
and the most zeal, Madam, 4 

Your Grace’s most obedient, faithful, 
And most humble servant, 


A. POPE. 


‘‘ Mr. Hamilton, I am your’s.”—There is a short 
letter for you. A. P. 
ett 
Interesting account of the manner in which the Egyp- 
tians preserve their dead. 


AS soon as a person is dead, the Egyptians hasten 
to press the diflerent parts of the corpse, to free it 
from all impurities - wash it several times ; shave it; 
pull out all the hau ; stop up every aperture closely 
with co:ton ; and pour over it oderiferous waters, so . 
that all its pores are penetrated with the perfumes of 
Arabia. After a profusion of these attentions to clean- 
liness, and marks of respect for the inanimate remains 
of the deceased, the corpse is committed to the earth, 
and deposited in the bosom of eternity. A little pillar 
of stone, terminated by a turban, is erected over the 
spot, where the head of the deceased reposes ; and to 
this mark his friends repair every Friday to repeat 
their melancholy adieus. The women never fail to 
pay these visits, and express their hopes and regrets 
in religious ejaculations : the tears of the daughter 
water the face of the mother, and the sighs of the 
mother prolong in her mind with painful remembrance 
the existence of the children she has lost. I say noth- 
ing of the tears of husband and wife, for in this coun- 
try their relation is merely that oftmaster and slave. 

This pious expression of regard to the dead, soneg- 
lected by us in the West, is a sacred duty among the 
people of the East, and is no where more punctually ful» 














Cie Guardian. 
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filled. The idea, that in death we must renounce ev- 
ery mark of afiection from all who have been most 
dear to us, sfilicts the mind, and sinks it into despon- 
dency : but he, who is assured that expressions of re- 

et and the most tender sentiments will accompany 
him in the grave ; that an affectionate and durable in- 
tercourse will subsist between the living and the dead 
that, when his eyes are closed to the light, he will 
nevertheless be surrounded by those who were the ob- 
jects of his regard ; feeling as if his mental enjoyment 
‘would be perpetuated, and be more delicious because 
less distracted by other ojects, will enter with cour- 
age into that species of immortality, which sensibility 
prepares for him. 

——ay 2S 
ADDRESS TO FRUGALITY. 
BY ROBERT BURNS. 


© Frugality! thou mother of ten thousand bles- 
sings !—thou cook of fat beef and dainty greens !— 
thou manufacturer of warm Shetland hose, and com- 
fortable surtouts !—thou old house-wife, darning thy 
decayed stockings, with thy ancient spectacles on thy 
aged nose '!—lead me, hand me in thy clutching, pal- 
sied fist, up those heights, and through those thickets, 
hitherto inaccessible, and impervious to my anxious, 
weary feet :—Not those Parnassian crags, bleak and 
barren, where the hungry worshippers of Fame are, 
breathless, clambering, hanging, between heaven and 
earth ; but those glittering clifis of Potisi, where the 
all-sufficient, all-powerful deity, Wealth, holds his im- 
mediate court of joys and pleasures ; where the sun- 
ny exposure of plenvy, and the hot walls of profusion, 
produce those blissful fruits of luxury, exotic in this 
world, and natives of paradise ?—The power, splendid 
and potent as he now is, was once the puling nursling 
of thy faithful care and tender arms !—Call me thy 
son, thy cousin, thy kinsman, or favorite, and adjure 
the god by the scenes of his infant years, no longer to 
repulse me as a stranger or an alien, but to favor me 
with his peculiar countenance and protection !|—He 
diily bestows his greatest kindness on the undeserv- 
ing and worthless—assure him that I bring ample doc- 
uments of meritorious demerits! Pledge yourself* for 
me, that for the glorious cause of J.uere, 1 will do any 
thing, be any thing--but the horse-leach of private 
oppression, or the vulture of public robbery. 


——_ 
THE HUMAN COUNTENANCE. 


AN old author says of the human face--It is, as it 
were, the soul abbreviated, that is, the pattern and 
image of the soul ; her escutchion with many quarters, 
representing the collection of all her titles of honor, 
planted and placed in the gate and fore-front, to the 
end that men may know that here is her abode and 
palace. It,is as the hand of a dial, which noteth the 
hours and moments of time, the wheels and motions 
themselves being hid within :—to be brief, it is the 
throne of beauty and love, the seat of laughter and 
kissing, two things yery proper and agreeable unto 
man. 








THE GUARDIAN. 
Axusawy, July 2d, 1808. 


IMPORTANT INTELLIGENCE 

The arrival of the Steam-Boat frora Ne~r- York, on 
Monday last, has furnished a variety of interesting in- 
telligence for the papers of this week. Our confined 
limits will only enable us to present @ brief sketch of 
some of the most prominent articles. 

Advices from London, under date of May 4th, state 
the arrival at Plymouth of the American ship Osage 
from France, with only three passengers on board, 
Mr. Lewis, Mr. Morgan, and Mr. Nourse—That Mr. 
Lewis is the bearer of dispatches of the last import- 
ance from Gen. Armstrong to Mr. Pinckney, deeply 
affecting the interests of America.—It appea”s that Bo- 
naparte has avowed, and persists in the determination 
of permitting no neutrals—that the only conditions up- 
on which he would continue at peace with the United 
States, were, that they should suspend all intercourse 
with England, and exclude from their ports British 











vessels of every description—That it was with some 
difficulty, and not until several days after the arrival of 
the Osage in France, that Mr. Lewis was permitted to 
proceed to proceed to Paris—a privi which was 
not granted to Mr. Nourse.—General Armstrong had 
made application, without success, for passports for 
several Americans who were anxious, under present 
circumstances, to leave France. 

By accounts from Denmark it appears that Bona- 
parte has manifested symptoms of displeasure against 
his zealous ally the King of Denmark. Gen. Berna- 
dotte, the French commandant there, has bitterly com- 
plained that the Danish military force was notin acon- 
dition to undertake the invasion of Sweden. That up- 
on the representation of that General to Bonaparte of 
the impracticability of invading Sweden from Zealand, 
the latter replied that he desired to have no more dis- 
patches upon that subject, unless they were dated 
from Stockholm. 

A Swedish ship, which arrived at Plymouth states, 
that the Prince of Peace remained ina dungeon at 
Madrid, but that it was supposed he »ygould soon be 
brought to an ignominious punishnient. 

A letter from Russia states the complete acquies- 





cence of that court to the views of Bonaparte—that an 
ukase had been issued, forbidding an amtercourse be- 
tween that country and any neutral power until the 
couclusion of a general peace. No ships but those be- 
longing to powers in actual alliance with Russia are 
permitted to enter her ports. 

By the arrival at Salem of the schr. Hannah, in 40 
days from Gibraltar, the following interesting news 
has been received from Spain, viz. that * Reports at Gi- 
braltar from Malaga were, that the Grand Duke of 
Berg (Gen. Murat_) was to be Regent of Spain! in 
the absence of the Royal Family—that hundreds of 
French had been killed in the suburbs of Madrid—that 
thousands of Spaniards had risen in arms—that there 
was a universal spirit of revolt from the French domi- 
nation in the provinces of Valencia and Catalona—~and 
that every Spaniard was determined to oppose the 
French at the risk of his life and fortune.” 


The following very interesting intelligence has been 
politcly commuinicated to the printers of the Albany 
Gazette, by a gentleman of the city of Schenectady.— 
It is copied from a letter received by him from a per- 
son of great respectability at Queenstown, in Upper 
Canada, dated June 16.—A/d. Gaz. 

“Our Lieutenant-Governor has been sent for by ex- 
press from the Indian agent, near Detroit, and sets 
out by land this day for that quarter. Itis reported, 
that some very violent resolutions adopted by the In- 
dians (on hearing that their usual annual supplies for 
their trade were stopped by the American government 
at Niagara) has occasioned this sudden and unexpect- 
ed measure. God grant, that no mischief may take 
place before he gets up. Col. Claus is still there, and 
the Governor takes with him most of the other officers 
of the Indian department.” 








Gen. Turreau has recently had conferences with 
Mr. Madison, some of which continued three hours. 
This would look as if something of unusual interest 
engaged the aitention of the two governments. 

Voluminous dispatches have been at different times 
received both from France and England since the ad- 
journment of Congress ; but no part of their contents 
has been suffered to transpire —Wash. Fed. 

fr __ _______— — ________,_______~ } 
* love to give the whole name,” exclaimed Dr. 


Priprose, (in the admirable novel of Vicar of Wake- 
field) wh.> repeating the sounding name of Miss 
Garolina Wilelmiva Amelia Skeggs. 
the same reason w. 





For probably 
h actuated the very worthy Dr. 
we would not wish to -« curtailed the pretty little 
delectable name of Miss M msfield, in the following 
marriage article, which sotie weeks ago appeared in 
a suthern print— 


MARRIED, in keener. (Vir_) Mr. Gzorce 
Hvupsow, to Miss Straps Na-MaAnra-Carouine- 





MATILLpA JULIANA-SoPhy,-Ann MANSYIELD.— 
Only one lady, gentle readey, 














| that the commissioners have made « just and tr 











Albany Bathing House. 

HE subscriber has opened his BATHS, at No 35 

Green-street, where Ladies and Gentlemen may 
be accommodated with Warm and Cold Baths, from 
6 o’clock in the morning to 9 inthe evening. He has 
also an excellent SHower-Batn, and a very light 
portable Bath, for the accommodation of those who 
wish to bathe at their own rooms. 

D. M‘ DONALD. 
Albany, Fune 30, 1808. 


THOMAS CARSON, 
Watch & Clock Maker & Jeweler, 
In STATE-STREET, 

[NEGRES his friends and the public that 

he continues to carry on the above, business 
(at the Stand lately occupied by John Stilwell) 
in its several branches, and that he has now on 
hand, amongst a general assortment of other 
goods in his line, the following choice collec- 
tion of Fancy Articles -— 

Gold and silver Watches; gold, pearl, and 
plain ear and finger Rings ; gold watch chains, 
Seals and Keys; gold Beads; Breagt-pins 5 
Bracelets ; silver table and Tea-spoons ; plaim 
and ornamented tortoisesheli and horn Combs, 
&e. &e. | 

N. B. All orders in his line will be thankful- 
ly received and punctually attended to. 

Albany, June \\th, 1808. 





Select Drawing School. 
L. LEM&zT 
URPOSES to recommence the instruction 
of a select number in the art of 
Those Ladies and Gentiemen who wish to em- 
ploy him are requested to apoly euwriy,as he: oes 
not intend the number ot 
ceed twelve. 
Communications for him leit at Mr. T. P. 
Jones’ Room wiil be duly attended to. 
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AJRAWING« 


his scholars shall ox- 





At a Surrogate’s Court, held at the Cit, of Albany, in 
the count of Alban, on the fourth da, of “Fane, in the 
year of our Lord one th usanu eight hundr. . anc eights 

Presenr—ELISHA DORK, S-. rogate. 

HEREAS Lucy Fitch and Ezra Spalding, ad. 

huinistratrix «nd administrator of the seeds, chat. 
teis and credits of Elias Fich, late of the town ot 
derland, in the county of Albany aforesaid, yoce 
have by their petition presented to the sail S gem eat 
set forth, that the said Elias Fitch was, at the Ginx 
his death, seized of areal estate within thic er te 
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Ast a. 
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Cc ac- 
count of the personal estate and debts of the aid 


ua oe 
ceased, as far as they have been able to dises tes 
same, and that thereby it appears, that the persdnal ey. 
tate of the said deceased is insufficient for the pay. 
ment of his debts, and therefore requested the aid of 
the suid Surrogete in the premises, wccording to the 
directions of the act, entitled, “ An act relative to the 
court of Probates, the office of Surrogate, and the 
granting Administrations,” and the said petitioners 
having delivered to the suid Surrogate the accdunts in 
the petition mentioned—Whereupon it is ordered } 
the said Surrogate, that all persons interested in the 
estate of the said Elias Fitch, do «ppear before the said 
Surrogate, at the Surrogate’s office, in the city of Al. 
bany, on Tuesday, the twenty-sixth day of July next 
at ten o’clock in the fornoon, to shew cause, if any tie . 
have, why so mich of the real estate of the said detain 4 
should not be sold as will be sufficient to pay hid debts ; 
(Cory) ELISH A DORR. Surrogate. : 
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DURABLE INK.—rFor MARKING LINEN, 
_ A quantity (warranted to be of tue best cual. 
ity) can be had atthe Office of the Guardian 
in phials, either by the dozen or single, 



























































































































POETRY. 
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For the Guarilian 
TOBY TUNBUT.....No. VIEL. 


Toby commenceth with an invocation to Morning, Noon, 
Evening, and Midnight—Declareth himself devoted to 
the Ladics, and most Quixotically offereth his servi- 

ces—Sheweth himself a prodigious egotist—Giveth a 

most ridiculous and ludicrous description of his favo- 

rite muse, and endeth as formerly with bombast and 


promises. 


COME dappled morn, come raise the vivid thought, 
And let it merge like suns from eastern seas ; 
Let fancy ramble, through the fields it ought 
To greet thy fragrance, and the ladics please. 
Come summer noon-tide, with thy fev’rish heat, 
And force retreat beneath some friendly shade ; 
And while my pulses still more rapid beat, 
Whispers the muse to trip it through the glade. 


Come too, blest evening, raise the powers of song, 
And through the green ficlds waft thy gentle gales ; 
Let thy soft breeze the dulcet notes prolong 
Of love-sick swains who pipe it in the dales. 
And midnight come, with ghosts, and haggard sprites, 
Come, fill ny noddle with thy fancied evils, 
Bristle my hair, while ’magination frights, 
Some horrid tale, filled up with imps and devils. 
But first the ladies, sweetest of all creatures, 
Demands the humble tribute of my pen ; 
And they shall have it—for no gem of nature 
Is half so pleasing in the sight of men. 


O, that like Quixotte, I was spurr’d and mounted 
On some lean Rozinante to fight their battles ; 
Fast I would grasp the lance, and then undaunted, 
Storm wicked wind-mills, hogs or sheep, through 
wattles. 


O, lovely females! O, best ribs of man ! 
Low on my marrow-bones J fall before ye, 
And kissing earth, confess that I adore ye, 

Lf who of all the Tundbute lead the van. 

(2. who so oft have laugn’d, and play’d, and sung, 
T, who like Proveus take a thousand shapes, 

I, with whose lays the Guardian’s pages rung, 
I, Toby Tunbut, greatest ape of apes.) 

I do declare by all the pow’rs of fun, 
That to thy service Ill devote my muse— 

(Unless the jade should turn tail to, and ran— 
Bui she’s too prudent to wear out her shce:.) 


But stop; dear ladies, with your kind permission, 

I’li just inform you how my muse is drest ; 
No object, on my life, for your derision, 

For though in dishabille she’s much caress‘d. 
A greasy night-cap oft times decks her head, 

A tetter’d night-gown her beauties hide ; 
Wer auburn tresses tangled in the bed, 

Hung down like rat-tails on her slubby side. 
Her sh rten’d sleeves display an arm, where age 

Has ‘rivell’d up the skin of youth and health ; 
Yct she, conceited, thinks she can engage 

The praise of poets and the boon of wealth. 


A curious slut, she, wanton, oggles all 
Who chance to fall beneath her dim, blear’d eye, 
And thinks she grants a favor if there fall 
A nod of approbation or — a sigh. 
Oft on her sunken lip a smile will play, 
And oft a dimple deck her wrinkled face ; 
And oft, fantastic, she will flirt away, 
Like girls bedizen’d out with gems and lace. 


Guch is the muse which humble Toby here, 
Vith prostrate adoration courts and loves ; 
Courts but to make her grant his humble pray’r, 
Which though oft offer’d, oft fallacious proves. 
Now, then, fair maids, what for ve shall I write’? 
Of dress, of fashion, the great world’s great folly, 
Of love-forseken—or more melancholy, 
Dive into midnight and drag up a sprite ? 
Or shall I wog'er through Elysian shades, 
And with poetic fancy make a heaven ? 
Create young angels, flitting through the giades, 
And say that they to bless mankind were given. 








Che Guardian. 


Oft shall I write of friendship, heavenly child, 
Who winds her tendrils round the female’s heart ; 
Who sees her beauteous, and who sees her mild, 
And feels new pleasures while she feels her smart. 


For she, fair sister to the god of love, 
Oft points unerring her well barbed dart, 
And oft when men to her inconstant prove, 
Draws the taught bow-string with a master’s art. 


Yes, I will court thee, friendship, and will tell 

In future numbers of thy magic spell, 

How thou hast charm’d a troubled mind to rest, 

And bid the fair one yet in hope be blest, 

When love, rude boy, in wanton play had struck her, 

And made her heaving bosom—burst her tucker. 
-_—~e—— 


SPIGRAM. 

As a wag at a ball, to a nymph on each arm, 
Alternately turning, and thinking to charm, {er— 
Exclaim’d in these words, of which Quin was the giv- 
*« You’re my gizzard, my dear ; and my love, you’re 

my liver !” 

** Alas !” cried the fair on his left, “ to what use ? 
‘«* For you never saw either serv’d up with a goose /” 
ag. a 

SIR RICHARD STEELE. 

STEELE’s inclination leading him to the ar- 
my, he rode for some time privately in the 
Guards. He first became anauthor, as he tells 
us himself, when an ensign of the Guards, a 
way of life exposed to much irregularity; and 
being thoroughly convinced of many things, 
of which he often repented, and which he more 
often repeated, he wrote for his own private use 
a little book called “The Christian Hero,’ 
with a design principally to fix upon his own 
mind a strong impression of virtue and religion, 
in Opposition to a stronger propensity towards 
unwarrantable pleasures. This seeretadmoni- 
tion was too weak: he thercfore (in the year 
1701) printed the book with his name; in hopes 
that a standing testimony against himself, and 
the eyes of the world (that is to say of his ac- 
quaintance) upon him in a new light, might 
curb his desires, and make him ashamed of un- 
derstanding and seemig to feel what was virtu- 
ous, and living so quite acontrary life. This had 
no other good effect, but that from being thought 
no undelightful companion, he was reckoned a 
disagreeable fellow. One ortwo of his acquaint- 
ance thought fit to ill-treat him, and try their 
valour upon him; and every body he knew 
measured the least levity in his words andac- 
tions with the character of a Christian Hero. 
Thus he found himself slighted, instead of be- 
ing encouraged, for his declaration as to reli- 
giun ; and thinking it now incumbent on him 
to enliven his character, he wrote the comedy 
called “The Funeral, or Grief a-la-mode,” in 
which (though fullof incidents that move laugh- 
ter) virtue and vice appear justas they ought 
todo. ‘This comedy was acted at the theatre 
in Drury-lane, in 1702. He observes himself, 
that this play obtained him the notice of the 
king ; and his name, tobe provide~ for, was 
in the last table-book ever wornby William II. 

e —-— pe | 
SCRAPI.. ¢A. 
BoyYIs! DAYS. 

The celebrated Riclardson, author of Claris- 
sa, &c. relates the folowing anecdotes of his 
“ boyish days,” while »¢ Was a mere country 
lad, and before he beckme an apprentice to a 
Printer :~ 

« AS a bashful and sot a forward boys I was 












an early favorite with all young women of taste 
and reading in the neighborhood. Halfa doz 
of them, when met to work with their needles, 
used, when they got a book they liked, andtho’t 
I should, to borrow me to read to them; their 
mothers sometimes with them ; and both moth- 
erwand daughters used to be pleased with the 
observations they put me upon making. 

“T was not more than thirteen, when three 
of these young women, unknown to each other, 
having an high opinion of my taciturnity, re- 
vealed to me their love secrets, in order to in- 
duce me to give them copies to write after, or 
correct, for answers to their lovers’ letters ; nor 
did any of them ever know that I was the sec- 
retary of the others. Ihave been directed to 
chide, and even repulse, when offence was eith- 
er taken or given, at the very time that the heart 
of the chider or repulser was open before me, 
overflowing with esteem and affection ; and the 
fair repulser, dreading to be taken at her word, 
directing this word, or that expression, to be 
softened or changed. One, highly gratified 
with her lover’s fervor and vows of everlasting 
love, has said, when I asked her direction: I 
cannot tell you what to write—but you (her 
heart on her lips) cannot write too kindly. All 
her fear was only that she should incur slight 
for her kindness.” 

ae 
JEU D’ESPRIT. 

“ How can you, my dear, prefer Aunch to 
wine ?” & Because, my love, it is so like mate 
rimony....such a compound of opposite quali- 
ties.” “ Ay, my lord, Iam the weak part, I 
suppose.”——‘* No, my dear, you are the sweet, 
with a dash of the acid, and no small portion of 
the spirit.” 

—<a 

Such was the remarkable skill of a modern 
Taylor of Philadelphia, that, of all the scraps 
which remained after cutting out a suit of clothes 
not one was larger, as he said, than he could 
put into hisrye. This uncommon dexterity 
excited curiosity among his brother chips, to 
know how this expleit was accomplished, when 
at length it was by accident discovered, that in 
an obscure corner, ke kept a barrel, into which 
he occasionally slipped all the remnants, and 
this barrel he called “hiseye.” Naw Kien, 
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NEW HAT STORE. 
RICHARD VAN RLEECK, 


No. 18, Cocrz-Street, 
NFORMS his friends and the public that he 
has opened his Har Store, at two doors 
neith of the Court-House : Where he has now 
on hand, and is constantly manufacturing, a gen- 
eral assortment of the most fashionable Pian 
and Mitrrarny HATS; which will be dispos- 
edcf onthe most reasonable terms.—He re- 
spectfully solicits the favors of the public, and 
will be happy to receive and attend to all ordene 
in his line. 
N.B. Old Hats trimmed and repaired at the 
shortest notice, and on moderate terms. 
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PUBLISHED 
VAN BENTHUYSEN & WOOD, 
At their Bock-Store and Offioe, Ne. 19, Courtstreet. 


